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SATURDAY, APRIL 7, 1880.

From the 8pringfield (Mass.) Ropublican.
A Broken Love Btory.

BY MARY CARLTON.

I should like to show you this old house
rched upon the hill, overlooking the vil-
and the little lake st the fuot of the
mounlain opposite. It is the most gro-
tesque mingling of the ancient and the mod-
ern, the dilspidated and the repaired, the ro-
mantic and common-place, I ever knew.
Brown with the winds and rains of thirty
or forty years, full of little nooks and cor-
ners and unexplored , itis written
over with tales of the days that are passed.
Here maidens have been wooed and wedded,
children have been born and died, hearts
have joyed and suffered, broken,
manly forms which went out in pride and
joy and hope have been brought back silent
and cold. Sitting in my room in these cold
November nights, when the wind has come
from his retreat among the hills, and rushes
madly around the house, shaking the win-
dows while I feel his cold breath near me,
then shrieking and roaring like a demon wild
with the sense of freedom, I can almost
hear the steps of the de in the lulls of
the tempest. But il is of the living we
write. 5

Let me introduce you to mine hostess,
Miss Graves, the mistress of this establish-
ment and its appurtensnces, something of a
mossic as is the house, tall, sharp-featured,
grey-eyed, the proprietor of two flaxen curls
on either gide her face, far from young, yet
by no means ashamed to be kuown asa
spinster. She accepts her lot without re-
pining, I sometimes think with gmtitude,
that if «he has not the love of husband and
children, she has none to find fault, and
cause care and anxiety and pain. She man-
ages her large farm, giving directions to her
man-of-all-work, driving bargains and cal-
culating profits with more skill than many
farmers about her. I often see her in the
kitchen with her hands in the snowy flour,
or skimming milk, or working her bulter,
yellow as gold. Butin the evening, when
work is over, she retirea to her parlor, a
cheery, delightful room, hung round with

aintings, nicely warmed and brilliand
thwd. and sews, or reads, or Lbinks.
wonder how often her thoughts go back to
those days when in this same room another
sat, and they dreamed and talked, as youths
and maidens will, of love.

‘Charles Bickford, one year older than
hersell, had sympathized in her perplexity
over her first lessons, sat upon the same
low beneh by the stove, plodded beside her
through the snow drifts, taken her to and
from school on his little red sled, carried
her the largest app.es be could find in his
father's well filled bins, spent his pocket
money al the village store in sugar hearts
and kisses, and when they had grown older
and wiser, helped her in knotly problems
aud told her of his great plans for the future.

One August afternoon,—it was his eigh-
teenth birth-day, and he was full of joy
and hope,—he overtook her as she was
walking home from the academy which
both were attending. The road for the dis-
tance of half a mileled through the woods,
and as she carelessly walked along, carrying
her hat in her hand, the quick blood rushed
into her face as he spoke her name:

““Kate, I have reached you at last. Why
do you walk away from me every night as
sovn as school is done ?  You used to wait
for me, and let me carry your books and
lead you by the hand, but you are as dis-
tant now as if we were only the acquain-
tances of & few days. In six weeks I go 1o
college, and in these weeks I want (o see
you ns much as I ean. You bave slways
rejoiced in my plans, and I cannot afford to
logse you now. In six weeks d-bye to
Virgil and the preceptor, elcome the
epirit of eollege life, on’t it be splendid,
Kate, to be so independent, and then the
wise man you are (o see me st the end of
four years! But just think of the descent
from seniority here to freshman grade there.
* Facile descensus est,’ us old Eneas found.”

“But really, Charles ?""

“Charley you mean. What else have I
been all my life 2"

“Well, Charley then, but you are aftain-
ing to such honor I think a more respeciful
address becomes me, and besides we are old-
erthan we were, and people will think it
proper for us to use less endearing terms
than we did in childhood.™

“Nonsense, Kate, have we not loved each
other always, and don’t you remember one
afternoon, when we wera tired of followin
the haymakers, and were resting beneath
the sweet russet tree in your father’s orch-
ard, you promised to be my little wife '—
And we said then we wounld never Jove any
one else, as we did each other, and if we
were ever so far apart, we would not forget
the promises we made that afternoon 7"

“Hush! hush I"" said Kate, blushing.
“You are by no means to consider yourself
bound by those childish vows. There are
very beautiful Indies in New Haven, I am
told, and I prophecy you will lose your
heart among them before the fouf vears end.”

““Now Kate, stop here, just beneath this
old tree. T declare to you that if I live o
be one hundred years old, I shall never for-
et that day with its sunshine and beauty.
From that moment to this, I bave never
lost the echo of those words, I never shall
lose it. Boy as'1 am, T love you, and have
loved you for years. No ¥, ever so
‘beautiful, could be to me half what you are
and bave been to me., and what I have
dreamed” you would be in the yeats to come.
If you wish it, these litlle chains shall be
broken, otherwise they remain as if made
of gold. Now tell me, shall I go to col-
lege with this glad hope, in the light of
which 1 do everything, and csn endure ey-
erything, or shall the past be canceled? ]
do not beg, but you know my bheart.””

He had seated Kate on a mossy rock which
had often served them as a loitering place
gn their way from school, and uuotfb!f:.m

er, impatient and proud, yet loving her
with a ]ci.\-v: which mp;?d lly’lil atvlll:gﬁat.
She, half girl, hall woman that she was,
looked upon Lim with admiration as be so
enrnestly and nobly pleaded his cause, and
felt in her heart that she would not for

worlds Jet go his affection. Every word he|
had uhnso

bad thrilled her soul as the
words of mo other, and in spite of the fit-
tle, wicked spirit of coquetry which tempt-
ed her to perplex and trouble bim, she said,
*1 do not eancel the past.”
“Then, Kate, with all the earnestness of
omuﬂ:.donl—.' those vows of our
ildhood

¢ . 1 amyours, you are mine, God |-
witnesses. hﬁggrnli’:-! beautiful. By

L3

it beck  away
path,’ * E not enter it. Carizsima,
ou are o :; l?ge! in this college
Efe, which everybody says i8 so full of

templations Lo evil."”

**No Charley, I have no power like this.
T cén only love you, sad Y do and will.
Now let us go.”

“One moment—will you wear this ring
till I take it off? You are mine, remem-
ber, while it enriches your finger.”

Perhaps mine bostess was thinking of
this, when I went down a few evenings ago
for s little chat, and found her sitting alone
in the firelight, leaning her head upon her
hand. She does wear a ring. I thoughe,
perbaps it was a wrong saspicion, that she
gave & little sigh before she turned round to

reet me. Perhaps she was thinking of the

the years of absence, full of glowing des-
criptions of the enchanted life, the new
fields into whieh study and reading were
constantly lesding him, the noble bearted
friends with whom be come in conlact, and,
best of sall, bringing those words which ske
treasured in her heart, and which sang to
her from week to week of a love fulfilling
her wildest dreams. Perhaps she was liv-
ing over again those vacation-visils, S0
short, but so filled with joy, when she
seemed borne into another life, and out of
which sbe came back sadly to that or ordi-
nary routine.

So the four years glided away, and again,
on an August sfternoon, Kate, no longer a
school girl, had wandered to the woods.
Charles, who had been to the house, knew
well where to find her, for ibis liitle retreat
amid the evergreens on the banks of the
brook, which danced saucily through the
solemn shade, was one dear to each.

“Just where I wantea to find you,” be
exclaimed. *I bave a new poem to resd
you. I should not love poems half so
much, Kate, if I did not love you, the
grandest of all poems to me.”

“You are a most delicate flatterer—Queen
Elizabeth ~berself counld not have demanded
more ardent praise than you choose to wasie
here. You were always tolerably skillful.
but I think you bave cultivated the art with
success,'’

““You arrant coquetie, you kuow Iam
not flattering you. ¥ou know I pever speak
to you a word which I do not menn. on
know, as well as I, how love for you has
deepened my whole nature and opened tv
me fountains of beauty which must ever
have been sealed without it. You are my
teacher in all that is true and pure and high.
My four years of college life are now ended,
and I have not lost my heart among the
beautilul ladies I have met, because it was
long since anchored. Not once have I
wished to drift away from my moorings. 1
bave seen those, who wera more beautiful
than you, bul they were only the gay triflers
of an hour. I have met those wﬁo were
more talented, but plain and awkward and
absent minded and sometimes sadly egotist-
ical. From all these my thoughts have
turned away to my peerless Green Moun-
tain girl, my one, perfect, symmetrical wo-
mae, in whem all excellencies, which I find
singly in others, meet. And when I bring
words like these from the depths of my
soul, you are not to call them Hattery. A
man has as much right to speak his own
earnest words of praise as of blame; and
this with all your pride you never refuse.”

*“Yes, for I always know reproof to be
sincere; of praise I have learned to be dis-
trustiul; gentlemen feel it necessary to be
go lavish of compliments in conversing
with a lady. I never talk two minutes with
one of your sex in our social gatberings
without impatience and disgust at the uni
versal assumption that women will listen to
none but honeyed words. Yet I know you
are right; love has a claim to trust, whatev-
er message it brings—I do trust yvou in sll

ou say and do. But whatis the m ?
& not thisa charming place for it? We
will have an sccompaniment lo your voice
in bird-songand leaf-murmur. Poels shold
be read, it seems to me, where their songs
might most easily spring life."”

“I have brought you Tennyson’s Prin-
cess, a charming thing, just suited lo the
times. A princess, longing for & higher
intellectual and moral lite for herself and
her sex, gains a palace from her father and
founds a kind of eollege for women, into
which no man may enter except under pen-
alty of death. A lover, to whom in infan-
¢y she has been betrothed, with a few friends,
enters the charmed cirele in woman's dis-
guise, and mingles with the pupils who sit
beneath her teachings. By the careless-
nees of one of the members, they are be-
trayed, and take flight. Of course the prin-
¢ess, who has renounced all love in her zeal
for the promotion of the woman's cause, is
no more disposed Lo favor the suit of the
prince. Finally, it is proposed to settle the
question by combat, and the prince and his
attendants take the field, before the palace,
against the stalwart brothers of the invin.
cible fair. A esad scene of bloodshed fol-
lows, and the princess, releating, bids them
bear the wounded into ber halls that they
may be cared for by herself and maidens.
She devotes time and skill to the wounded

rince, and while for a long time he lingers
tween life and death, ber woman’s heart
is softened toward him, and in the new
light pouring into the soul she learns that
lii becomes grandest by following the
Er;::pﬁngn-of'ihe heart rather than the

“The idea of the poem isa frnnd one.
I trust the execution is equal to it.””

“Geperally. Itis & story within a sto-
ry, and bears along some of the purest lit-
tle gems of song I have ever seen. Ba

this passage pear the conclusion seems to
me the best of the whole poem. In reply
to the self-upbraidings of the princess, the

rince shows how to man’s wth
it is the woman should have the fuliest de-
velopment. I know no truer, sweelsr pas-
sage in literature; but eno now of the
poem. You will read it when I am gone,
L with knowledge of the I like.™
“Ji is time now to go home,”’ said Kate,
riling. “Dear old woods, | will not see
_g:l‘ﬁn till we two stand here r.
e bow the eanlight elants thro the
‘trees u the brown earth. Yt is & aweet
each of us to remember in the

requent and long letters he used to send in | i

= Rather ho;r"m sball I bave a reply to

»Bat.you do not to lat that
e pass = fom
[ 2 = 5=
* »Of eourse I do. 1 wrote Inst, and the
length of a letter has nothing to do with its

reply.”
’ I'zl'{ma in kindliest chat they had reached
Kate’s bore, and the farewall kiss had been
given. As Charles turnéd from thé path,
Kute, who steod in the woudbine covered
rch, laughingly, ssid “Remember I shall
K:u home during the next few weeks, and
S Barabir, " repicd bo. gally ook

. i in

back, “I shall be in Boston, sl:vﬂd,lhll “S_
o ‘parted, 4 dreaming what

And so they parted, liule ing w
faiure lay before them. A week of expect-
ant days went by, snd mo letter came.  An-
other week passed, and with each day the
wo;f:r.gnw at the unwonted silence. Buill,
it only a practical joke, a rather sad
one, which they would certaialy never re-
Eﬂ‘; but the morrow certainly must end it.

he third and the fourth w passed, and
Kate, piqued by his long silence, now re-
solved in some way to end it, took up her
pen and wrole :

“*Shall I infer from your silence that you
wish our correspondence 1o end? Karr.”

In return came answer :—

“It is better that it should be 8o since
love has died. Cuanres.”

So, each being too proud for acknowl-
edgments, books and letters and gifts were
exchanged, and & grest gulf grew between
iwo souls which, having once loved, could
never unlove. Years have glided away.—
Chsrles Bickford is a prosperous merchant
in & western cily, still unmarried, never re-
visiting his native town. Father, mother,
brother and sister bave been called from
Kate, till at last she stands alone in this
quaint old house from which I write. The
place of their last meeting she bas never
revisited.

I do not know why it is, but I sometimes
fancy that they two will some time again
gtand there, when the evening sunbeams
slant through the pine trees upoe the brown
ground beneath,—having learned by ihese
sad years that it is nobler and sweeter for

From the New York Evening Post.
Blow Away the Clomd.
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Thou bringést sweet balm from the wood,
'ﬂah mhh?ft’ } the flood ; ~
e can @ H
. iRy et g oK I
And the young graas
Greens the hills where thy pinions pass.

. Blow, from a trumpet of balm in thy mouth,
Bh'-llﬂﬂﬁ;’::lilk&ll .h«gvs.
Blow botterflies out from the south,

Soft wind, thou art Iaden with showers.
Go blow the freah bad into bloom
And fan into flame the bright flowers.
Blow the bee oat of his golden gomb,
And blow sway
The eloud that darkens my heart to-day.

Angry Words.

Poison-drops of care and sorrow,
Bitter potson-drops are they,
Weaving for the coming morrow

Sad memorials of y-

An, words! O! let them never
the tongue unbridled slip ;

May the heart's best impulse ever
&u'ek them ere they soil the lip.

The Reunion of the Races.

The discussion in Darwin’s *Origin of
Species,”” of the blending of different va-
rieties of plants and snimals to produce new
forms, nmi‘ the perpetuation of the best va-
rieties on the principle of *'natursl selec-
tions,"” suggests some curious spesulations
a8 to the re-union and combination of the
various races of men. That this process is
guing on any one may see who will use his
eyes, and it never was so rapid as at the
present day, when the increased means of
intercourse and locomotion are bringing all
nations and tribes of men into inlimate re-
lations with each other. In Europe the dis-
tinctions of race are already nearly oblitera-
ted, and the Celt, the Frank, the Teuton and
the Anglo-Saxon are combined so that on-
ly in some isolated districts do we find a
ure breed of these buman varieties. In

those who love to yield and forgive. Would ?he East Indies less than two eenturies of
jou like lo know, reader, if Charles Bick-| ;onnection with the Anglo-Saxon race has

ford ever comes back ?

Modern Demoeracy as it is.

Mr. President, the American Democracy,
led by slave perpetuists and propagandists,
secessionists and disunionists, now in the
light of this age, stands before the nation
the enemy of buman progress, and in fa-
vor of the conservalion and propagation of
old abuses. No longer does the Democra-
cy utter the accents of popular rights. No
longer does the Demccracy sympatize with
man, at home or abroad, struggling for the
recuovery of lost rights or the enlargement
of existing privileges. Does the Legisla
ture of Kaneas pass an act for the abolition
of slavery there? Democracy resisis it,
and arrests it by Executive action. Does
the Legislature of Nebraska, left ““perfectly
free to form their own domestic institutions
in their own way."’ pass a bill to wipe from
that vast Territory the pollution of sﬁevory ?
Demoeracy resists it defeats it by the Ex-
eculive veto, and applauds that veto. Does
the Legislsiure of New Mexico enact a
bloody slave code? Democracy prompis
it, praiges it, applauds it. Does a sover-
eign Commonwealih lighten by humane
legislation the burdens of & proseribed race,
so that it may rize into the sunlight of &
broader and higher manhood ? Democracy
is outraged, shocked, and it avenges itsell
by gibbering taants, gibes, and jeers. Does
a slave Btate enact or propose to enact stat-
utes to eiill more oppresa those already
bending under the iron heel of oppression,
or to check the action of its own citizens
who may be prompted by sentiments of be-
nevolence or a sense of justice to lessen
the bitterness cf bondage or give freedom
to their own bondmen ? Democracy ap-
proves and applauds it. Does Waiker at
the head of a lawless hand of flllibusters
decree slavery in Central America? De-
mocracy hails and applsuds that decree.—
Does mny indication point to the possible
abolition of slavery in Cuba. Democracy
protests, cannot permit it, will pay $200,-
000.000 for that slaveholding Iar:. but will
not accept the “‘Gem of the Antilles,” if
burdened with freedom. Does Engiand
strike the fetters from the limbs of eight
hundred thousand West India bondmen ?
Demociacy deplores it, disapproves-it, and
persits in misrepresenting the effects of that
great act of justice and humanity.

Does the peror of Russia propose s
plan for the emancipation of millions, not
of the African race, bult of white men ?
De ocracy shakes its head, shrugs its shoul-
ders, utters no note of joy, sends no word
of encouragement or greeting to the enlight-
ened munarch who would en the righta
and elevate the condition of men. Does
the Repullican party, imbued with the sen-
timents of the publican fathers, propose
to arrest the expansion of slavery over the
territories of the Republic, und save those
Territories to free labor, check the -
ing slave traffic, and put the National Ev-
ernment in barmony with a progressive
Christian civilization ? Demoocracy, smit-
ten with the eonsciousuess of its waaing
power, raises the startling cry of disunion.
To its absndonment of the sentiments, opia-
ions, snd pelicy, of the Republican fathers;
to ita betrayal of the rights and interests of
free labor and the cause of human rights at
home and abroad, is now added disloyaliy
to the integrity of the Union. Let the in-
telligent L of the nation rebuke
this mad exhibition of folly sad fanaticism
which would shiver this Union into broken
fragments, and let it be proclaimed, in the
words of Andrew Jsckson, ““The Federal
Univn must be preserved."'— Senator Wil-
s0on in the Senate. J

An old darkey was endeavoring to ex-
plain his unfortunate condition. **You see,”
remarked Sambo, *it was in dis way as far
as [ can remember. Fust my fader died,
and den my mudder married again, and den
my mudder died, and my married
agin, and somehow [ dosen’t seem 1o hab
oo .parents st all. nor no bome, nor nuffin.””

Matrimonial history is & narrative of many
words; but the story of love may be told in
a few leliers.

Raun
:::-'-m more rapidly than anything

ing socounts will run away with /!

produced a new and quile numeroue race
called the Eurosians, in which the white and
Indian bloods are combined. In Canads we
bave a similar result in the union of French
Canadians, or Canucks. In a century or
two the polyglot now occupying the United
States will be so thoroughly commingled
that there will be few specimens left of any
pure blood.

In South Ameriea the mixtures of races,
Spanish, Indian and negro goes on more
freely, and although the various hybrid ra-
ces thus produced bave not as yet vindica-
téed the wisdom of the combination, who
shall say what the new race will bea thous-
and years hence, when the combination is
perfected ?

Facts show that the blood of the most
diverse races will mingle when they are
brought into association. The delicate ro-
sy-cheeked Anglo-Saxon looks down with
contempt upon the coaise, thick-lipped Af-
rican, and affects Lo consider him something
less than human, and yet the intermingling
of no races on the globe is at this moment
going on so freely and rapidly as thatof the
whites and negroes in our Southern States.
The pure African is hard to find, even on
the plantation, and much less in the plant-
er’s house or in the kitchens of southern
cities. Disgusting ae this process of bleach-
ing out the African race is, it goes on and
will go on, and it is ove of the problems
! southern philosophers are dehll.ing. how the
| distinction between the ruling and the ser-
vile clusses, shall be kept up, after the dif-
ferences of race shall have been obliterated.
A century more will inerease the difficulty
of this guestion.

Everywhere on the globe, this process of
re-union of the races of men is going on
or commencing. What is to be end of
it? Are all distinctions of race to be ob-
literated, and mankind to be restored at last
to a complete unity—to the image of the
original man, from whom all the divers ra-
ces are suppose | to have descended? And
as the strongest and best varieties of plants
and animals are perpstuated by oatursl se-
lection, and overpower and absorb the in-
ferior and weak, so also are the superior
races to prevail and swallow up snd over-
power the characteriatics of the inferior ra-
ces, producing as the final result s conglom-
erate race, inieril.ing the best qualities of
races? And in that ultimsie aod fect
race will the Anglo-Saxon bloud the
dominant element 7 Sach questions may be
more curious than wise, but there lies a vein
of fact and reason at the bottom of them af-
ter all.

Tuz Hisrorr or rax Komiwoor.—In In-
dia, a poor nt, turning up the soil with
bis plow, was struck by the psculiar glitter
of a pebble lying among other stones.—
Swpping bis oxen be picked it up, and
though understood nothing of gems,
immediately with the quickness of an ori-
ental, persusded bimself that bad a prize.
Absndoning his plow, therefore, be walked
a distance 15' forty miles to Golconda, where
his fortune directed him to an honest
merchant, who informed him that he was in
possession of the largest dismond in the
world. What sum he obtsined for it is not
staled ; but it was sufficient to enrich him
and his descendants. The bi of this
stone, if it could be given in . would
form a volume, Having been purchased
by an ambitious chief, eager to his
ornaments for political Lower. he
it to the great descendant of B ., Au-
rungzebe. From bim it was down,
throngh various vicissitudes, to the Jast
Sheik ruler of the Punjnab, and came by
vietory the property of the Esst India Com-
pany. However vast might be its value,
Ihaxendsnptmtof it to the Queen ; and
under the name of Kohinoor, or Mountain
of Light, it was beheld by millions of the
English people, beneath a strong irou grat-
ing, at the great exhibition of 1851.

¢ “Come out of the wet,” said the shark | justice,

when he swallowed the ssilor,

ted | idea which readered him a person of so

Acts and their Consequences.
There is something solemn'snd a#ful in
ths t that there is mot an ast or
thought in the. life of & human Being but
carries “ﬂ Gainof consequences, the
end of which we may never trace. Not
one but, to a certain extent, gives oolor Lo
our own life, ‘and insensibly influences the
lives of those abowt us. The good deed or;
lhonghl.*ill live, even though we may not’
see it froctify, but so will the bad; snd no
n is so insignificant as to be sure that
is example will not do good on the one
hand, nor evil on the other. There is, in-
deed, an esssnce of immortality in the life of
man, even in this world, No individual in
the aniverse stands alone; heisa compo-
nent part of a sysiem of mutasl dependen-
cies; and by his several acts be sither in-
creases or diminishes the sum of human
good now and forever. As the present is
rooted in the past, and the lives and exam-
ples of our forefathers still 1o a great extent
influence us, so are we by our daily scts
contributing to form the condition and char-
acter of the future. The living man isa
fruit formed and ripened by the culture of
all the foregoing centuries. Generations
six thousand years deep stand behind us,
each laying its band upon ita successor’s
shoulders, aud the living generation con-
tinues the magnetic current of action and
example destined to bind the remotest past
with the most distant fature. No man’s
acts die utterly; and though his body may
resolve into dust and air, bis good or his
bad deeds will still be bringing forth frait
after their kind, and influencing men for
generations to come. It is in this momen-
tous and solemn fuct that the great peril and

responsibility of buman existeuce lies.

A Morazr's Love.—Children, lock into
those eyes, listen to that dear voice, nolice
the feeling of even a single touch that is
bestowed upon you by that gentle hand | —
Make much of it while you have that most

recious of all good gifis—a loving mother.
the nnl‘al.homab%e Jove of those eyes;
the kind anxiety of that tone and look, how-

Buoox Coms inp Wxzrise Wniiows.
In the Mohawk Valley of New York vast
usntities of broom corn are annually grown
ennsylvania, Ohio, and Connecticut are
the next largest producers of it. Its origin
as & cultivated plant in this country is nt-
tribated to Dr. Franklin. It was a native of
India. Fraukliv saw an imported whisk of
corn in the possession of a lady in Phijs.
delphia, and while examining it as a curios.
ity, found a seed, which be plantad, and
from this small begiuning arose this valy,.
ble product of industry in the United States
In the same manner England and Amerieg
are indebted for the weeping willows 1o (],
E:.:‘ Pope, who, finding a green stick in 5

ket of figs sent to him as a present from
Turkey, stuck, it into the garden at Twick.
enham, and thence propagated this beay;.
ful tree.

- - -
Ler rar Cariorey Sieer.—We earnest.
ly advise that all who think s grest deg)
who have infirm health, who are in touhje,
or who have to work hard, to take aj tha'
sleep they can get, without medical meaps,
e caution parents, particularly, not o
allow their children to be waked up of morg.
ings; lev nature wake them up, she will po
do it prematurely; but have s care that they
go to bed at an early liour; let it be earlier
and earlier, until it is found that they wake

up themselves in full time to dress for
breakfast. Being waked up early, and al.
lowed to engage in difficult, or any studies,

late and just before retiring, has given
many a beautiful and promising child brain-
fever, or determined ordinary ailments to the
production of water on the brain,

Let parents make every possible effort to
have their children go w sleep in & pleasant
humor. Never sculd or give lectures, or in
any way wound a child's feelings as it Toes
to bed.” Let all banish business nnd every
worldly care at bed-time, and let sleep come
to a mind at peace with God and all the
world.

Ratuen IDLE.——A‘pnpular preacher tells
a good story as & hit at those kind of ¢hris-

ever slight your psin. In sfie: life, you

may have friends, fond, dear, kind frienda.{“ys that one pious gentleman composed a

but never will you have a%:in the inexpress- |
ible love and gentleness lavished upon you |
which none buta mother bestows. Often do|
I sigh in my struggles with the bard, uncar-
ing world, for the sweet deep security I felt,
when of an evening, nestling to her m,
I listened to some quiet tale suitable to my

, read in ber tender and untiring voice.
;y:var can I forget her sweet glances cast
upon me when I appeared to sleep; never
her kiss of peace at night! Years have
F.used away since we laid her beside m
ather in the old church yard; yet still her
voice whispers from the grave, and her eye
watches over me as I visit spots long since
hallowed to the memory of my mother.—
Macaday.

Currart Bushes.

Having noticed that currant bushes may
as well be made trees as shrubs, I have con-
cluded to tell you how I have seen it done.
In the spring of 1841 my father vommenced
a garden, and among other things set cut-
tings for currant bushes, I determined to

tians who are too indolent to pursue the du-
ties required of them by their faith. He

very fervent prayer (o the Almighiy, wrote
it out legibly, affixed the manuseript to his
bed -post—then, on cold nights, be merely
inted to the **document,’” and said ; *Oh,
rd | those are my sentiments 1" blew out
he light, and nestled among the blankets.

A couple of Kentuckians lately visited
Boston and sat down o dine at the *Re-
view House.”” Cod fish balls were served
at the table, and one of the Kentuckinns ta-

¥ | king them for “corndodgers,"” provesded (o

break one in two. Geuting the scent of i,
he turned Lo his partner, and remarked, in
the most solemn manner,—**Something dead
in that, Tom I -

Waoresonz Rerorus 1w Cononess,—Col-
fax, of Indiana, has submitted a bill and re-
port to the House, which embraces thesa re-
forms :

1. The abolition of the Franking Priv-
ilege

2. Prompt delivery of all letters mailed
to persons severally nddressed.

make &0 experiment on one of these ecut-

3. The work of the Departmentinside as

tings, and as it grew I pinched off all the| well as outside of Post Offices to ba award-
leaves except the wp tuft, which I let grow. | ed to the lowest responsible bidders.

The cutting was about half way up to the
first year's growth, so as to leave the lowest |
limbs about two feet from the ground. It
branched well. and became & nice little]
dwarfl tree. When it came to bear fruit it|
was more productive than any other bush
in the garden, and the fruit larger ; it was
less infected with spiders and other insects ;
hens could not pick off the fruit, and grass
and weeds were easily kept from about the
roots, and besides all this, it was an orna-
ment instead of a blemish. Now, I would
propose that currant cuttings be set in rows
five feet ench way; let them be long and
straight ones, and trained into trees.

Szwamn's Spzzen 1v raE Sovrs.—The
Paris (Ky.) Citizen says :

My. Seward fully satisfied the expectation
of bis more judicious friends, whilst he ex-
cited the surpise of his political opponents
by the moderation and conservatism of his
views. His speech was entirely free from
personalities of any sort, being as calm and
passionless as if the speaker bad no ambi-
tion to gratify, no wrongs to repel. It
gives a lofty idea of his intellectual ability
and self-control, and produces a wish that
its tone and temper, its ealm, philosophic
style, could find a larger number of imita-
tors in Congressional discussions.

If the country could feel perfectly sure
that Mr. Seward’s moderation is sincere
and not assumed om account of recent
events, and a view, mainly to the chances

of a Presidential nomination, this speech
wovld go far toward calming the existing
excitement in the public mind. And wheth-

er it is sincere or not, this effect ought 1o
follow to a certain extent, for, if iL is ae-
sumed, that is an evidence that public sen-
timent in the North requires that sspiranis
for the Presidency shall free themselves
from the cha of fanaticism and take
more conservative grounds in the trestment
of the great questions of the day.

Tax *“Wg'' or Epirors.—It is a prevail-
ing idea among some people that because ed-
itors, in referring to themselves, use the
word ““we,” they consider they amount to
two or thres ordinary men. is is a mis-
take. Editors are naturally s very modest
and unassuming class of people indesd—re-
markably so. word we merely includes
the editor snd the “devil.” The custom
originated with Faust, the founder of the
distinguished profession. The su itlous

le of the supposed him (o be leagued
ith the Devil. Fanst, to encourage the

much importance, and eommanded such a
high respect, was sccustomed to identify
bimeelf 1n hiS leaders and grocery puffs, as
*“we,”” which includes himself and his high-
ly-distinguished assistant, the prines of
Darkness. In modern times, bis infernal
Highness has doubtless found the printing
business a poor investment.and has entirely
withdrawn ri’:paroug- from the craft.—
Roenoke Crescent.

Preasast REminisceENcE, APPARENTLY.—-
A female writer says: — ““Ah ! pleasant
time of ecourting! Ah! bappy psiring
time ! Ailbliufnls_unfxl’ll' and
eooing, that can come but once in the life of
a man or woman. That mutusal under-
standing just after 2 boy and girl bave
agreed Lo wed is one sesson of uomixed
happiness ont of sb..at three that are grant-

ed us in our i bere below. The
bliss of the 'ap;lg:w E_r is not unmingled,

‘Homestead exemption !"’ exclaimed Mrs.
Partington, throwing down the paper, “it's
come 1o A pretty pass, indeed, that men are
going to exempt themselves from homa just
when they please, without any provise for
cold nights.”

“Ma, if you will give me an apple, I will
ln g“od.u -

“*No, my child, you must not be good
for pay—you ought 10 be good for nothing.””

Somebody says: ‘A wife should be
like roasted lamb——tender and nicely
dressed.”” A scamp adde, ‘“without any

sauce.

Notwithstanding the fearful noise they
make, hay dealers do business on a large
acale.

a bag for old pieces of tape and
strings, and a bag or box for old buttons.

“I love thee still,”" as the quiet husband
said to the chatiering wife.

The best adhesive label you can put on
baggage, is to stick to it yoursell.

9. W. THATCHER, W. T, WHEATLY, T F. THATCHER.

THATCHERS & WHEATLY,

{Suceessors to W. T. Wheatly & Co.|

WHOLESALE GROCERS,
COMMISSION MERCHANTS,
AND DEALNRS IN
WINES, LIQUORS, CIGARS,
TOBACCO, &oc.
Campbell's Four Story Building,
WEST LEVEE, KANSAS CITY, MO.

HAVE IN STORE the largest and best as
; sortment of

Staple and Fancy Groceries,

On the Missouri River, which they offer at EAS-
TERN PRICES, with cost of transportstion
added

We purchase our s direet from Fumst Havs,

snd are offering them at lower prices than any

other house on the Missouri River.

We offer inducements to EMIGRANTS that no
other House in the West can offer.

WE DEFY COMPETITION! Our stekis
large, and we are determined to sell

We have in store quantities of every af
ticle usunlly kept in a Wholesale Grooery
Establishment. )

Merchants of Kansas City, South-west Missou-
ri and Eansas Territory, will do well to F;nmgi:
our stock before purchasing or orderin u
Louis. We will st least gmviner d.wrsn that no
hounse on the Missouri river ean sell us.
member that THATCHERS & WHEATLEY scll
at Eastern priees, and only add eost of trass-
porustion.,

Admnistratrix’s Notice. .
NOTIOB is hereby given that leters of admia-
istration have been granted the undersigoc
on the estate of Harvey Johnson, late of Ildi;':ﬂ
eounty, deceased, bearing date Febroary. l-"!‘-_d-
ﬂmvéi. all persons having elsims mgaiost ssi
estate are required to present them for allowsnee
within one year from the date afb:ucdﬁ‘let:rf'“
they may be from an nefit o
«Eu; :nd, i'?..neltm nted vl’t.!ﬁn three years
ﬁu:ltlulhhof-iSI K will be forever
barred. [133] MARY JOHNBON, Admtx.

Wagon Making and Repairing
oo swm Emumu‘n' hoppoﬂ‘ ite c?s :

Wagon in
Baker's: Blackamith shop, is prupared to do ;:1
kinds of work in his line of business, in a .ihl
factory manner. Wi FPlows, Harrows, :
tivators, Ox Yokes, made to order.

nfd-ly

bat full of cares and groundless fears.””




